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they emplaned. Embry took the Secretaries of State
and their party as there were comfortable seats in the
Ambulance. I took Group Captain Burnett and Captain
Wallace, a private secretary. We all taxied out, one
after another, myself last, down the "straight."' We
flew over El Rimel, where there was a landing ground
and practice camp, with all the Middle East Aircraft
concentrated there. It was a warm sunny afternoon
and the desert had a whiteish glare over it.

My port oil pressure had been gradually falling, and
was now hovering around 40 pounds. As we approached
Rafa it fell to 38 pounds and I decided I must land*
What a pity to lose all the height I had so painfully
acquired! I wirelessed to the other three to carry on
and then glided down over Rafa. I flew round over
the green country by the railway junction with the big
sheds, threw out a smoke candle on the landing ground,
and landed. Rafa has a ridge running from north to
south the whole length of it, not steep; in fact, the
ground just slopes down from the centre to east and
west. I bounced a bit, as I did not allow for the ridge
sufficiently. Some donkeys were of course occupying
the best part of the landing ground by the circle. When
I landed we set to work to try and get the oil pressure
right. Summers shortly after came back and landed,
not having received my wireless message telling him
to push on. He only stayed a few minutes and then
left again. We ran tie engine up and the oil pressure
was no better* So then we exchanged port and starboard
oil gauges, and found that it was the port oil gauge
that was dud,

By this time it was too late to go on, so we camped
down for the night Group Captain Burnett and Captain